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A iviiaiommer wigmcs uic«uuc* 

t/icThis fellow doth not ftandvpon points. 

Ly r He hath ridhis Prologue, 1 ike a rough Colte ; hee 
knowes not the ftoppe, A good morall my Lord . It *s not 

enough to fpcake; but to Ipeake true. 

Hyp Indeed he hath plaid onthts Prologue, like a child 
on aRecorder , a found; but not in gouernement. _ 

rhe t His fpeach was like a tangled Chaine; nothing ira» 
paired,but all difordered. Who is next? 

V £»nrrPyramus, <WThisby, and Wall,WMoone- 
fhine,4»dLyon. 

Prologue . Gc nclcs,perch ance you wonder at thislhow. 
But,wonderon,till truthc make all things plsine. 

This man is Pyrumtu^yon would knowes 
This beautious Lady Tbfby is certaine. 

This man, with lyme and roughc aft, doth preient 
Wall,chac vile wall,which did thefclouers (under: 

And through wals chinke, poore foules,tbey arc content 
To whifper. At the which ,let no man wonder. 

This man,with lanterne, dogge,andbufh ofthorne, 
Prefenteth moone-lhine.For ifyou will know. 

By moone-lhine didthefe louersthinke no fcorne 
To meete at ATi^tombe, there, thereto wooe„* 

This grizly beaft (which Lyon bight by nam e) 

The trufly comming firft by nighr, .» 

Did fcarre away, or rather did affright: 

And as fhefled,her mantle fhe did fall: . - o»- 

Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ftaine. 

Anon comes Pyramta, fweete youth, and tall, 
Andfindeshistrufty Thijhye; mantle flaine: 
Whereat,with blade,with bloody blamcfull blade, 
hc brauely broach this boyllng bloody break. 

And Thifby, tatying in Mulberry fliadc. 

His dagger drewe, and dyed. For all the reft. 

Let Lyon , Moone-ShineJVall, and louers twaine, 
Atlargc dilcourfe, while here they doe reniaine, 


The, 


AMicHommefnigntes areamc. 

” 1 "y Afe £°''Ly 0t , J Tby*y,WMoon e M n5 . 

Wat In thisfame enterlude it doth befall. 

That I, one Flute ( by name) prefent a wall: 

And fuch a wall, as I would haue you chirnce 

That I am that fame wall : the truth is lo. 

And this the cranie is, right and limiter, 

Throueh which thefearefulllouersareto whifper. 

T 7^AVouldyoudefirelimeandhairetofpeakebe ter? 

‘Deme. It is the wittiefl partition, thateucrl heard di - 

C °TfeSiw°i d drawes neare the walhfilence. 

Pv. O grim lookt night, o night,wich hue fo blacke, 

O nfghtjwhich euer arc, when day is not: 

0 night,0 night, alacke,alacke, alacke, 

1 feare my Thisbjes promife is forgot. 

And thou A wall, 6 fweete, olouely wan, . 

That ftandftbetweeneher fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, 6 wall, O fweete and louely wad, 

Showe mee thy chinke, to blink through,wuh mine eyne f 
Thankes cutteous wallj^efbield thee well/or this. 

But what fee I ? No Thifey doe 1 lee 
O wicked wall, through whome I fee no bnlie, 

Curftbethy llones, for thus deceiuing mee, 

T he. The wall mee thinkes,beingfenbbk,fliould cuiic 

3t p>r No, in truth Sir,he fhould no tSDeceium mee is 
Thifhes cue ;(hc istoencernow,andl amtoipy 
Her through the waiU You ftiall feeitvviUfaU p 



william Shakespeare Midsummer Night’s Dream (STC22302) London, 1600 the bodleian library (Arch. G d.4s[i]) Octavo 


